be E 

Iſland Princeſs: 
EE. 
Generous Portugueſe. 


OPERA. 


All the Muſical Entertainments, and the greateſt part of - 
the Play New, and Written by Mr. Motterx. 


S V2 LI Mi | 
Printed by S.PowE1.r, for GEORGE Risx, at the Cor- 


ner of Caſtle· lane in Dame's-ſtreet, near the Horſe-guard, 
.' Mee 


+++ HO” Mr. Fletcher's Ifland Princeſs 
1 & was frequently acted of old, and re- 
885 _ vived twelve years ago, with ſome 
***** ** alterations, the judicious ſeen d 
fatisfy'd, that it wou'd hardly have been re- 
lib d now on the ſtage. As I found it not un- 
ft to be made what we here call an opera, I un- 
dertook to reviſe it, but not as I wow?d have 
done, bad I defign'd a corre play, Let this 
at once ſatisfy the modern criticks, and the 
zealous admirers of old plays; for I neither 
intended to make it regular, nor to Reep in 
al that I td in the original, but only what 
I thought fit for my purpoſe , and the ſucceſs 
| has angteer d my intent, far beyond expetta- 

en. However, I om not willing to attribute 


to my ſelf, but chiefly to the excellency of 


the nuſical part. Mhat Mr. Daniel Purcel 


bas ſet is ſo fine, that as he ſeems inſpir'd 


with bis brother's wonderful genius, it can- 


rot but. be equally admir'd. Ihe notes of the 


mterlude ſet by Mr. Clarke have air and hu- 
mour that crown them with applauſe : and the 
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engage me to thank him for gracing my words 


that the diſcourſe was really Engiifh'd, and 


* reaſons as improper to be nention d here. 


To the Reader. 


dialogue and enthuſrftick ſong, which M 
Leveridge ſer, are too particularly li& d not to 


with his compoſition, as much as for his cele- 
brated finging. Nor muſi 1 omu Mr. Pate's 
admirable performance, which, with Mr, Le 
veridge*s, gives liſe rothe whole entertainment. 

I ſhould now ſay ſomething in anſwer to 
two late books, in which the diſcourſe about 
the lawfulneſs and unlawfulneſs of the ſlage, 
printed before Beauty in Diſtrets, is examin'd: 
but I am too much engag d in other matters 
to do my friend and my ſelf that juſtice at pre- 
ent. Tet if the doubting gentleman will be 
pleas'd to meet the bookſellers and me, they 
and I can convince bin, or any friend of his, 


ſent me by the per ſon mentioned in the Bile, 

The dialogue in the fourth att ſhould have 
been ſung in the firſt entertainment, which, 
as well as the laſt, is not very proper for that 
place; nor mou d | have let em appear thus, but 


PR O- 


PROL * GU E. 


Spoken by Mr. Powell. 


ROLOGUES, ſome ſay, are uſeleſs, grave or gay : 

The firſt but clog, the laſt ne er ſave a play. 

Yet, ſence for hum rous prologues moſt you long, 

Before this play we'll have a ballad ſung. 

This is our play-wright's thoughts: but we who know 

„v of reef tomighty names you flow, 

ud © Think fit tacquaint you, that, 'tis humbly own'd, 

E. Herais'd his frufture on fam'd Fletcher 'i ground. 

This known, we hope we've little nom to dread; 

ll ſpare the living, leſt you wrong the dead. 

it Perhaps too, when you know we have our pay 

4. At our own coſt t'adorn theſe ſcenes to day, 
In pity to the play'rs, you'll kindly uſe the play. 


Left by our rulers for our ſelves to ſtrive, | 
When our faint hopes could ſcarce be kept alive, 1 
Tho' by misfortune drain ain'd, we by your files revive. | 
: Your gen rous pity wou d not let us fall, ; | 
And, in return, we freely venture all, (Exit. 


5 
A3 Enter 


PROLOGUE. 


Enter Mr. Leveridge, who ſings the following words. 


I. 
YR been with dull prologues here banter d ſo long, 
1 They ſagnify nothing, or leſs than a ſong. | 
To ſing — a nk = _—__ thought fit ; . 
For ſound has oft nick'd you, when ſenſe cou d not hit. 
# Then — be kind, 1 | 
And Gentlemen mid! 
Wi-Carpers, 
Play-Sharpers, 
Loud Bullies, 
Tame Cullies, 
Sour Grumblers, 
_ Wrench-Bumblers, 
Give ear, ev'ry man 4. 
Mobb'd Sinners 
In Pinners, | 
Kept Toppers, | K 
Bench Hoppers, 
High Fliers, 
Pit-Plyers, 
Bee ſtill, F yon can! | 
You're always in miſchief for leading the van. 


| 8. | 
Te ſide-box gallants, wh-m the vulgar call beaux. 
Admirers of ſelf, and nice judges of clothes, 
Who, now the war's over, croſs boldly the main, 
| Ter ne er were at ſieges, unleſs at Compiegne ; 
Spare all on the ſtage, 
Love in every age. 
Young Tattles, 
Wild Rattles, 
Fan-Tearers, 
Mask- Fleevrer:, 
Old Coaſters, 
| Love Boaſters, 
b It ho ſet up for truth ! 


Sei 


t 


PROLOGUE. 


Young Graces, 
Black Faces, 
Some faded, 
Some jaded, 
Old Mothers, 
And Others, 
Who'wve yet a Colts-Tooth, 
See us act that in Winter, you'd all act in Youth. 


3. 
Ye gallery-haunters, who love to lie ſuug, 8 
And munch apples or cakes while ſome neighbour you hug; 
Ye laſcier genteels, who above us all ſit, 
And look down with contempt on the mch in the pit 

Here's what you like beſt, 
Fig. ſong, and the reſt. 

Free Laughers, 

CloſoGaffers, 

Dry Foakers, To 

Old Soakers, | i 

Kind Couſins A 2 

By Dozens, YE PILE 

Your Cuſtom don't break. Ll BUSES bg, / 

Sly $ ſes | * MN — . 

With Blowzes, E 

Grave Horners | 

In Corners, 

Kind No-Wits, 

Save Poets, 

Clap till your hands ake ; | 
And tho the wits damn us, we'll ſay the whims taks. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
MEN. 


© Armuſia, a Noble Portucueſe, Mr. Elrington. 


Ruidias, General of „ Mr. F. Elrineton. 


the Spice-Iſlands, 

Piniero, a Portugueſe Officer, his friend, Mr. Ruſco. 
EKing of Tidore, 5 Mr. Giffard. 
The Governor, or Tyrant of the 


Liland ot Ternate, > Mr. Vanderban h. 
King of Bakam, | Mr. Alcorn. 5 
Prince of Sana, Mr. Watſon, 

WOMEN. 
Quiſara, the King of Tidove's Siſter, Mrs. Sterling. 
Panura, one of her Women, Mrs. Grace. 
1 Townſman, Ml. Layfell. 
2 Townſman, Mr. Griffith. 
3 Townſman, Mr. Sims. 


Bramins, Portugueſe, Officers, Guards and Attendants. 


SCEN E, The Spice Wfands. 


8 


D 


i w yg bay 


SCF IL SCTENE L 
The Entrance to the Temple in the Palace. 


Tuter — Emanuel, Sofa, and two other Portugueſe | 


Gentlemen. 
ARMUSIA. | 
E RE now in thoſe delicious eaſtern 
1 | climes, 
— — zexch 
17 — — 
tree. 
As if r 
Strives to bring — fruit. 
The ſpices, 
nature, can preſerve her beauties 


Untainted in the grave. The very rivers, a5 we float along. 
Throw up their — is. The earth, ſtill eloath d in flowers, 
Teems with the birth of gems, and daxling riches: | 
Nothing that bears a lite but brings a treasure. 


2 The Iſland Prince: Or 
Em.” To wander with us, _ >> — —_ 


Your country, tho' the 
_— We rtaguſ with exe now journey thro'th 


New Lig disclose their beauties and their prides to our 
embraces, - 


And we the firſt of nations find these wonders. 
But of 'emall, this iſland boaſts the greateſt ; 
4 whom all nature's bleſſings grace: 
very ſun, I think, respects her charms, 
Not dares affect em with the common gloom. 
Ex. — beware, Ar- 


2 counsel comes too late let's find the ge- 


Our countryman, W 
So. Tis rumour d, ſir, he loves her. 
W yet! muſt on, in fight of reason'; 
Ws; 
He meanly loves, whom fancied diſtance awes: 
Like a bright tar, ſhe's fix d and ſhines on high, 
But love has wings, and to her orb I'll fly. Exeunt. 


Enter Piniero, Chriſtophero. 


Chri. You're early here, Piniero. 
Pini. Not ſo early, fir, 
But * already ſeen our watch reliev'd. 


ds be careful of their charge. 
And our rats cr 


ſtrength in these Spice-Iſlands. 4 


Chri. And ſure our common ſafety 

Requires ſtrict watch upon ourtreach'rous 
Pixi. Their late attempt is yet too freſh among us, 

In which againſt the laws of armsand nations 

The governor of Ternate ſeiz d by ſtealth 

This I{land's monarch, our contederate king, 

While for diverſion coaſting in his barge. | 
Chri. His royal fiſter, the admir'd Quiſara, 

Has ſhew'd a noble mind, and tender'lt ,ove 1 

| 0 


1 
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Have robb d the neighbouring courts, and fill d her palace 


the Generous portugueſe. 


To her unhappy brother, and the nobler, 
Because his fall would raise her to a throne. 
Pini. Such charms and virtue with juſt admiration, 


With royal ſui 2 
Our general 1 too, and has the ſtart, tis 
— t. 
Chri. But have you ſeen Armuſia, 
The handsome Portugeſe arriv'd here lately? 
tear he'll ſpoil his game, Piniero. | 
Pini. A man of noble promiſe, 
Without reſerv'dneſs grave, and doubtleſs valiant, : 
For he that dares come hither dares fight any where. 
But hold —— | 
We're in the palace of the Iſland, 
Not our own fort. D'ye mark theſe preparations ? 
Those doors lead to the temple, where the princeſs 
Has —— all her lovers to — — ; 
But to vv rpose weare yet to learn. 
Chri. — * . 
Pini. That ſwelling vanity, the king of Bakam ; 
The next Syana's prince: but, what's the greateſt wonder, 
The governor, our enemy, | 
He that ſurpri⁊ d the king, to gain the ſiſter, 
Is under formal hoſtages arriv'd. 


Enter Armuſia, and his Companions, 


Pini. Your welcome to Tidore, Sir. 
Know there is nothing in our power to {erve you, 
But you-may freely challenge. 

Arm. Sir, we thank you, and reſt your ſervants. 

Chri. Brave Armuſi a, you never ſaw this court before 
But hark, the fignal's given, and ſee the pageants enter. 


Enter the King of Bakam, Syana, and governor, with their 
reoſpective æ ttendants. 


Arm. These ſure are iſlanders, 
Pini. And princes, 


a5 


4 The and Princeſs : Or 


Arm. 1 
Pini. The king of Baham, Sir, a mere barbarian 
This is Syana's Prince and that the 
Who ſeiz d the king, and keeps him prisoner. 

Ba. Away, ye trifles; 

Am l in competition with ſuch toys? 

Sy. You ſpeak loud, Sir. 

Ba. Young man, I will ſpeak louder, 
Can any man but I deſerve her favour ? 
Ye petty princes ! | 

Sy. Thou proud vain thing, whom nature 

Ba. I contemn thee, and that fort-keeping fellow. 

— Ha! 

Ba. rank, ching, with th own peers; 
Cie or br gy , — 
Go. Doſt thou know me, bladder ? 
Artthou acquainted with my nature ? 

What canſt thou merit ? 

Ba. Merit: Fm above it. 
Honour's my ſervant, — 
I ſlight ye, — had not the vain 

Beſtowed ſome titles on ye, I ſhou d 


your names. 


Sy. Sir, talk leſs, that men may think you can do more. 


B. Why, I can talk and do. 
I tell you only I deſerve the 
And make good, only I it qu dare, you, 
Or you, Saua s prince. 
2 Here lies my proof. 
2 BAI 


The Temple an Altar is diſcovered, and 5 Near it. 
| — =o why — 


mn princes, rule angers : 
You violate the freedom of Fail place, * 
The ſtate and "OR 


Go. He's well content I ſee ſo l have done. | 
Qui. You wrong me, and my court, contentious prin- 
= | 


Comes your love dreſt in violence to ſeck us ? 


| 15 
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the Generous Portugueſe. 5 


Ist fit our palace, and this ſacred place . 
Shou'd be polluted with your bloody rage? 

He that loves me, loves my commands; be te 
Or beno more what you proteſs, my ſervants. 

omn. We are calm as peace. 

Arm. What command ſhe carries, | 
And what a ſparkling majeſty flies from her! 

Qui. Since you're for action, I ſhall find youdanger : 
But not this way: Tis not this mean contention 
Among your ſelves, nor courtſhip to my face, 
Who beſt can love, or who can flatter.moſt, 
Shall guide my choice; he that will hope my favour, 

Muſt win me with his merit. 
Omn. Propose the way. 
Qui. Firſt I ſhall call our gods to witneſs what I pro- 
mise. 8 
Now give me hearing. Tis well known to you, 
The King my brother is pris ner to this man. F 
Were J ambitious, there Id let him die, 
And wear his crown; but greatneſs cannot tempt me 
To _ nature, and a king's diſtreſs. 
Therefore the man that wou'd be known my lover, 
Muſt firſt redeem my brother, or ſeek another miſtreſs. 
Arm, Divine creature! 
Chri. Adang'rous task; how they ſtand gazing all! 
ui. I grant ye, this will be no easy work, 
But the reward is certain Nuiuias cold! 
Perhaps you doubt me, princes. 3 
He that will free the king, ſhall be my husband. 
By that moſt bright and ſacred ſhrine, I ſwear, 


Before these holy men | here proclaim it. ES 

No ſtirring yet? [She looks on Ruidias 
Rui. If, madam, to attempt his royal reſcue 

Thro? all forms of Danger , 


Might crown your hope, I had not loſt this minute; 
But here, where conduct muſt keep pace with courage, 
The ſtarting fiery will is rein d with torment | 

To judgment's march, N 


Qui. Take your own method. 


— 


Tris only in my will to give your wiſhes. 


6 The Iſland Princeſs: Or, 


Ba. Madam, believe him here, Ill raise an army; _ 
Shall bring him to you, iſland, fort and all, = 
And fix it here. 8 

. What may b m, N 
And what my power can promise, I engage. * 


Gov. Ha! ha! N 3 
Madam, their power and arts are all too weak, 


1 ſeiꝛ⁊ d your brother to ſecure you mine. 4 
Then thus the treaty's finiſht ! take your prisoner, 50 
And make me yours, close prisoner to these arms: a 
Say but the word, your br ſhall be render'd wou 
Quick as your wiſhes. | En 
Qui. Know, baseraviſher, | * 

I hate both you, your country, and your love. So 

Heav'n knows how dear I prize his liberty ; p 

But e er | wou'd ſo basely buy his freedom, 50 

I'd ſtudy to forget he was my brother. 17 

By torce you took him; he that wou d poſſeſs me, 

Muſt fetch him back by force, or ne er ſucceed. Atle 
Arm. Noble ſpirit . | | Will 
Gov. Be wise, and use me better. and 

ui. I fay by force, and ſuddenly——- ſo return, Sir, To! 

And glad we have kept faith for your ſafe paſſage. * 
Gov. How's this? Into 
Pini. Y aur hopes are great, good Governor. Sho 
Gov. Am then made a property? Cor 

II check this pride. This negle& of me 
Shall coſt your brother dear. 0 


For, astill now I've us'd him likea Ki 

Henow ſhall in a dungeon fetter'd lie, 

Darkneſs and lingring death for his companions : 

And let me ſee who dares attempt his rescue. 5 

Farewel: and when you find him thus, lament your ſcorn. 

Nay, I ſhall make you kneel to take my offer. 
Tt [ Exit Governor. 

Qui. Provoking insolence! he dares you, Princes. 
Your honour's now concern d. Haſte, join your powers; 


- When Majeſty's thus wrong'd, all Princes ſhou'd revenge. 


Oh that I were a man to lead you on, * 
| T9 
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the Generons Portugueſe. 7 


To freea King, and puniſh that Barbarian, 
That Tyrant, who by treach'rous force wou'dgain 
——— can ſcarce obtain. 
Exit Quisara with her train, Bak. and Sya. 

Rui. We muſt resolve and ſpeedily. Walk with me, 
Gentlemen. Ex. Rui. Chriſt. and Pin. 


| Manent Armuſia, Emanuel, and Soſa. | 
Em. Now, Sir, you ſtand as you were charm'd. 
Arm. O Soſa, O Emanuel! 
Se. What now? 
Arm. This captive King! what an action 

Would this be to put forwards, friends! what glory: 
Em. And whatan everlaſting wealth to crown it! 
Arm. To ſtep into't while they are think | 
So. Sir, tis impoſſible; the fort'si — 
Arm. No more, diſſunde me not, for I will rule in this. 

So. It it muſt be 


5 Stay not for ſecond thoughts — ok. | ſhe's an 


8 our very fate | 

Will ſometimes be the theme of her diſcourse, 

And I would die ten thousand thousand deaths 

To have her talk of me 

Love, love with all his fires has ſnot himself 

Into my ſoul, and urges on to dare. 

Shou'd we ſucceed, how vaſt is the reward 

Come on, — !_ for ſucha prize tis wise to ha- 
Zar . 

beſt if we live, and glorious tho' we fall. 
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View'd all the Tyrant's magazines; got knowledge 
Ev'nof the prison. 


3 De land Princeſs : Or 


ACT il. SCENE I. 
A fault under the Caſtle. 


Enter Armuſia, Soſa, Emanuel, and two more in diſguiſt, 
ſome of 'em with lighted matches. 


VR proſperous paſſage was a lucky omen, 
The fea and wind ſtrove which ſhould moſt be 


Where ben bent ? 
So. Safe lodg d within the reeds behind the enemy's caſt'e. 
Arm. These merchants habits too have done us ſervice: 
Unqueftion'd thus I ve travell'd thro' thetown, 


Where the King's dungeon d, and the power that guards it. 
So. You attempt ſtrong work. 
Arm. Courageis ſtrong; beſides, a Monarchs fate's int; 
Yet lose or win there's no retiring now. 
Thus farour game holdsfair, as merchants we 
Have hir d this vault, and ſtovr d those mattled wares, 
That ſoon will blow it 
Em. The trains are laid, , ſir. 
Arm. Come nearer then, 
That no false ear may reach us; o'er this vault 
The caſtle ſtands, where the proud governor 
Has ſtor d his arms and treasure; next to that 
The prison wherethe injur d King is kept. 
The fire eve brought ſhall break out into flames, N 


P 


2 


That al the iſland ſhall ſtand wond'rin ngat 3 
When the town's full of fright, and employ d | 


Toquench the flames, then fly weto the Prison, 
And puſh for the King's rescue. 
So. Fortune ſpeed ws! a 


the Generous Portugueſe. 9 
Arm. Let us be worthy of it our courage. 

And ſo take leave, —— 

Till the flames rise, then meet to do or die. 

Fail not, dear fire; and er, hold your nature. | 

By useful mischiefs nobly triumph here ! | 

— and ſerve a matchleſs Fair, ; 

Aſſiſt my love, and make one happy pair. 


tte rural 
A SCENE, theTownof Ternate. 
| Enter Governor, and one of his Captains. 


A Gov. No, Captain, for those weneed'em 
The town is ſtr — dre 


Dye think they dare attempt to free the King? 
e. Cap. Perhaps by treaty, 
pi tured frneriey wi not prove ſo forward. 
Gov. Well, wou d L had the Princeſs, I muſt have her, 
In ſpite of all her ſcorn Hark! what's that ? 


A is heard like the ſpringing a mine, 
it. 8 — Ys 7 


Cap. Some wall, belike, fir, is fallen ſuddenly. 
tz Within. ] Fire, fire! 
Gov. I hear another tune, tis loud and dreadful. 
Look up into the town, how bright the air ſhews! 


[ Exit Cap. 
Upon my lite ſome ſudden fire—— Thebelltoo. 
[The bell rings. 
Enter 1 Citizen. 
1 Cit. Fire, fire! | 7 
Gov. Where? where? 


1 Cit. Suddenly taken in a merchant's vault, Sir, 
Ic blazes fearfully! help, help, good people. 


Re-enter Captain. 
Your zine's a fire, Sir, help, help, ſuddenly, 
1 * 
n. | | B Gove 


10 TheIand Princeſs: Or, 
Gov. „ 


Enter another Citizen. 


Gov. The flames increase! help, belp, dear Citizens 
Freedomand wealth to them that ps! 


— fling any thing, I'll ſee it recompens d. 
[ Exennt omne:. 


Enter 2d. Citizen. T 


2 Cit. Fire, fire! what, my brats hanging Rill about 
me! get you gone you young baſtards, go, go and plunder ' 0¹ 


| 2 Enter 3d. Citizen drunk. © 
3 Cit. Theacd'em cry fire, I wiſn I knew where tis, Im Be 
deadly cold. bh 
2 Cie. Oh neighbour, run, fave your goods, your house 80 
is a fire. 
3 Cit. I don't care, Pve got the key in my pocket. — 
He 


sc EN E changes to Priſon, and a proſpedt of Fire. (| x 
| Enter Armuſia and bis company, breaking open a door. 


Arm. So, thou art the way clear behind ſtil, 
Now for the place — denz lies. g 
Em. Tis here, Sir. 
4 Arm. Force openthe door; quick, while the guards are 
ſcatter d. 
All'sin disorder The fire rages on 
Oh, tis a glorious blaze Ha! a miserable object! 
The King is diſeayer d. 
Yet by his manly face he ſhewsa King. 
Ring. Why ſtare ye on me? 
You cannot put on faces to affright me, 
In death, i'm ſtilla King. 
Arm. Quick, break the chain. > 
They take off his chaius, and put a ſword iuto his hand. | 
Oh, barb'rous wretches thus to use a — 


King. Le 


the Generous Portugu eſe. 11 
Ning. What does this mean? 
Arm. Sir, we are friends, and come to ſet you free. 
Enter Guards. 
— 
Arm. Ha! = owe charge em. Pe 206 
| fig t two parties 1ards, at 5 
They fly; he is ours; — om. 
King. Than gen'rous ſtranger, what art thou ? ſome 
ure. | 
Oh! 1 arta man, let me embrace thee : 
Command my pow r, my life. 
Arm. Tour love; no more, Sir. 
But now let's hence; haſte to the boat, 5 
| [They go with the King. 
Then to Tidore, there, there is my reward. 
Sucha reward! oh the 1 on't tranſport me. 
Poſſeſs d of that, I ſhall think India poor 
There is no wealth but ſhe: ſhe's crowns, and ſcepters. 
Health, freedom, life, the empire of the globe; 
Nay, more, ſhe's — ſhe's the woman I adore, 


And with Armuſia that outweighs the world. [Exeunt. 
Enter ſeveral Townſmen. 


t. What, is the fire out, or paſt the worſt yet? 
2. Tis out, Neighbour, but whether paſt the worſt or 
no, I know not. I never ſo beſtir d my ſelf ſince I was a 
man. | have been burnt at both ends like a ſquib. I liv'd 
two long hours in the fire. The flame at laſt got down into 
my throat, and broke out again I don't know where. I 
fry'd like a burnt marrow- bone. If they had not clap'd 
in a dozen buckets on this goodly tenement of mine, I had 
flam'd up like any tavern buſh, and been one of the ſeven 
ſtars by this time. „„ 
3. Well, of all the ſeven elements, ware fire, ſay J. 
4 2. Seven elements, quoth he! why, you talk as if the 
re had ſcar d you out of your ſeven ſenses. I tell you there 
ue but fou elements: and malt are two of em; 2 
a 8 2 


e 


K 
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fire and brimſtone, the other. They've paſt thro me a 
n | _ 
P Hold, 7. there SA | element 7 brand Y » 
4 Thou art drunk. _— 
3. Right then, now I'm in my element. =} 
1. Ay, Neighbour, if ev'ry man had wrought as you 
2. Why, I ſtole nothing, you flandering cuckold you. 
That ſon of a batchelor is always back-biting a man to his 
face. I'd have you to know, I ſcorn your words. Tis 
well known get my living at my fingers ends, and that too 
Iget out of the fire, as a man may ſay. | 
3. How many rogues were there pretending to help re- 
move goods, and ran away with em. 
2. Ay, those unconscionable rogues! I hate em; I hate 


1. But is there not a deal of damage done? | 

2. Only ſome fix ſcore houses burnt, that's all, Neigh- 

dour — | 

Come let's go home, and tright our wives, for we look 

like devils. Away! yonder comes our Governor, a worse 
than the fire, he has beams enough yet ſtanding to 

us all. | [ Exenn! 


Re- enter Governor. 


tho. + rp oe oh I cou'd tear my limbs 
The King is ſcap d, fled, recovery, 
All. all my hopes of — — 
Shall I give over then? no, ſpite, ambition, 
Revenge, and fiercer love tor bid it. Rather, 
Ill venture all, and, in disguise unknown, 
Crown my toe's fortune, or retrieve my own. [Ex 


The Scene changes eo the King's Palace in Tidore, thri' 


which is ciſcover d a Fleet of Ships of War. 
Nui. Love bids me dare, but reason bids delay. 


Out 
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is now too ſmall for ſuch a | 


Our 
Yet I muiton, the Princeſs fires my foul, 
And tho ſhe ſeems to favour my addreſſes, 
Unleſs I free the King | muſt 


Well then, I'll die, or ber del now embark 
[ Shouts at a diſtance. 
What means that out? 


Enter Piniero. 


Pini. Where are you, fir ? oh you're undone, prevented. 
The King's releas d, 22 
That met him nigh the port. 

Rui. Impoſſib who ſhould redeem him ? 

The Princes are all here. 

Pini. Tis done, fir. 


Nui. It cannot be! done! whodares doit? 


Q. Cn it be poſſible? the King returning 
Freed by a ſtranger ! oh my fatal vow ! ONE 

Rx. Grief ſtrikes me dumb. 

Qui. 1 none but Ruidias cou d have freed him. 
. beray me, and 1 le 

t oh! and betray me, 
The ſiſter's gladneſs in the lover's ſorrow. 
Oh brother! cou cou'd Thave thought | ſhou'd have ſhed atea 
For your return, unleſs it were for joy: 
Nui. Oh Princeſs! 105 
i. The general joy comes on, Shout again. 
And muſt meet it, but oh with what comfort ? 


XI. 


bro 


Enter King attended with a numerous Train, trumpets, ket- 
tledrums and mu;ick. Armuſia, Sofa, Emanuel, with 


him, Bakam and Syana on each ſide, with their Atren- 
dants and Guards. 


King. Rice my ſiter! 


B 3 


¶ Shout again. 


14 The Iland Princeſs : Or, 


] am not welcome yet, till you embrace me. Stan 
Qui. My royal brother! oh I'm loſt in Pleasure, My. 
To ice you ſafe again. | A 
Rui. Sir, I rejoice to ſee you here reſtor d, 1 The! 
But muſt repine, that 'twas not by « ' ok : That 
Tas a brave deed, 1envy him that did it: | wc 
Yet had it miſs d, my project had not fail'd. Ladi 
King. Ithank you, noble Sir, I know you love me. Tur! 
Ba. I have an army, Sir, K 
That wou'd have ſcour'd your tyrant and his country. 18 


I'm forry you're releas d, and wiſh you in your dungeon If Ny 


n, | 
That E bring you hither at my army's head. 

Sya. I have done nothing, Sir, and therefore think it 
Convenient to ſay little of what my love deſign d. 
King. Ilike your modeſty—— My gen'rous friends, 
I thank you all; I know it griev'd ye 
To hear my miſery: butthis man, Princes, 

I muſt thank heartily indeed. 

This wondrous man, even from the grave of ſorrow, 
Has rais d me up to freedom, life, and empire. 

Oh ſiſter, if there may be thanks for this, 

Or any thing near recompence, invent it. 

Arm. Lou are too noble, Sir, there is reward, 

Reward above my action too, by millions; 

A recompence, fo rich, ſo great, fo glorious, 

I durſt not dream it mine, but that twas promis d 
Before the face of heaven. 

King. O ſpeak it, ſpeak it, bleſs me with the knowledge. 
Make me a happy man, The 
For ſtill methinks l am a priſorter, 

And feel noliberty, till that is found. 

Arm. It is (But firſt to heav n and you l bend, , 
If either can forgive the high demand) | 
It is your fiſter, royal Sir, ſhe's mine. 

I claim her, by her own word, and her honour : 

It was her open promise to the man 

That durft redeem you Beauty ſet me on, 

And fortune crowns my hopes, it ſhe receive me. 
King. You, Sir Why ſiſter! ha! turn from oy, 
. : v S | 
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Stand as you knew not me, nor what he has ventur'd ? 
My deareſt ſiſter! 
Arm. O Sir, your 
There is a bluſhing 
That holds her back; virgins are nice to love; 
wou d not have her fore d; give her fair liberty: 
Ladies of her ſoft nature, if compell'd, 
Turn into fears, and fly ev'ntheir own wiſhes. 
King. Look on him, Princeſs; is there ſuch another ? 
ui. Sir, I confeſs, 
My word is paſs d, and he by that has purchas d, 
But yet be pleas d to give me time to be 
Acquainted with his merit: we are ſtrangers, 
And love, like pow'r, muſt pais thro' cetemonies. 
Eer it can fix in virgins hearts. | 
King. Be ſpeedy. 
You will reſpect your word; I know you will: 
[Il be your pierge, my Hero: come, my ſiſter, 
Let's tee what welcome you can give a priſoner, 
what kind looks a friend | 
Thus in my arms once more. 
Arm. You make me bluſn, Sir. 
Xing. Let this day ſee our whole court crown'd with 
pleasure. 


Several Shepherds advance and expreſs their joy. 


The words were fitted to the muſick, which is charmingly com- 
pos d by My. Daniel Purcel. 
Whatever is mark'd thus (<) is lett out in the ſinging. 
Shepherd. 
This glorious day, let pleaſures flow ; 
Now Love and Hymen jar no more: 


Ye ſports, appear, let ſorrow ceaſe below ; 
Hither repair, the goldenage reſtore, 
4 


Let 
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Let mortals ſhare the bleſſings of the skies, 
See Fove for ever cease torove. 

And own, tho nuptial feuds arise, 
No joys can vie with lavvful love. 


Happy he who wisely chose 
To tate of love without his woes. 


ſne whose charms im 
27 delights of barmlelf love. 


CHORUS. 


Change may raiſe a wanton fire —- 
| truth improve defer 
no wore gs. 
Two Shepherds. 
Mr. Tas and Mr. Leveridge. 


Ceace, ye rovers, cease to range 
Pleasure revels leaſt in change. 
Wandring ſtill, and ſtill uneasy, 


Nought can fix ye, can please ye; 


While true love, like heav nly joys, 
Never dies, and never cloys. 


4 Sbepberdeß. 


% „From drooping minds et ſorrows fly, 
« 197 muſt reign, and anguiſh die. 

who greeor coy deing, 

Hearts now raging, wretches 

* Ktiow, that lovers who 

« Soon or late the fair ſubdue. 

« Blame your fear when you 


.Þ — tywg ho. 


T 
V 
St 
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A Shepherd. 
Mr. Magnus's Boy. 


All the Hymen brings, 
All the pleasures Hymen brings, 


Flow from ever-living ſprings, 
And never- dying fires. 


A Shepherdeſs. 
| Mrs. Lindy. 4 
'That were roving o'er 
From all regions hither _ - 
Toclaim kind Hymen's gentle tye. 
With their wanton motions courting 
Some lovely maid, 
Whose eyes 
To ſoft delights. 


Grand CHORUS. : 


Love's flame divinely burns: 

— — —  p_ 

ve, | u 5 » 
. blefs'd, and lj happy „„ 


King. Lead on! ſiſter, your hand to my deliverer. 

Arm. Oh let me firſt approach it with à kiſs, 
Thus trembling with extremity of bliſs. | 
Wisely, bright Princeſs, youdllay the joy, i 
Still lowly bleſs, and leisurelydeſtroy. ¶ Exeunt omnes. 
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ACT m. SCENE I. 
ls due. 
Em. 8 why ſo ſad amidſt ſo much good fortune? 


Arm. | want, what beggars areallow'd, content 


So. Does then the Ki neglect you ? 

Arm. No, he is grateful ev'n to mere profuseneſs : 
But Oh his ſiſter, that disdainful fair, 
3 ſervice, 

And foſter m — with care oidsme, 
Spite of her 

Em. And you go up and down for this ? 

Arm. What would you — 

Em. Do what a man that knows the ſex ou d do 
In ſuch a case, go to her. 

So. That's the way. 
Em. And t:.kasi fought for her, boldly. 


Arm. I ſhall io omethings bur with more nope 
Pray * me to my thoughts, and in an hour command 


Ex. Sola, Emanuel. 


What ſhall l do to move her ſoul to pity ! 


— 22 
I try my fate. Madam, may 
Pan. i — eg" ER 
N. 1 Hain: 
Arn. Tou iit on the Princeſs; 
With one kind office you may bind a gentleman 
Hereafter to be yours. Such beauteous faces 
— 


*. 
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Pan. Tell me your buſineis, ſir. 
vet if it be to her, I think your ſelf 
wou d do much better, I know your intereſt. 
Arm. I want aſſurance, 
And am 2 od ſpeak with her. 
Pan. — 


Arm. Pray wear this, ndhetove my menning — 


19 


„ ; 1 

wou'd ſpeak to her in private. | 1 
FR You _ Sir. : | 1 
—— But pray be ſecret, ? 


Arm. As d. [ Exennt. 
SCENE u. 


Znter King, Governor like an old Brarain, or ladies Monk. 


King. So far and truly you ve discover d to me 
The former currents of my life and fortunes, 


That l acknowledge you moſt wise and holy, 

70 — out knowledge, which I've now attain d to. 
Verelively ſhadow'd. Many a c ale, 5 too, 
beware these Portugueſe ! 

And am oblig'dto 'em tor my deliverance. 

These men came hither, as my viſion tells me, 

And freedom of this i le, ht her to trem ble, 


And credit your predictions. 
Gov. | have liv'd long ſequeſter d from the world, 
Many a my ſtick viſion have I ſeen, 
Wherein the good and evils of — 
Still as the time grew ripe, to reveal 
And now I ſpeak. 
The causeisnow the Gods: hear and believe, King! 
King. I do, but know I've found em gentle, faithful. 
Gov. O fon, the aims of men are to be look d at 
Above their present actions: 
\'moſt ſtarv'd and ſhipwrackt, begg'd leave to trade, q 
Grew rich, then ſuck'd the fat * | ll 
V itneſs the fort they've clapt here on the neck ll 
Of your Tidore. | e 
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King. They have fo, indeed, father. 
Gov. Take heed! your late delivery is only 
A fair-fac'd prologue to future mischief. 
Mark but the end of your reſtorer ! 
Your fiſter is hisdye. What's ſhe? your heir, Sir. 
And what's he? a-kin then tothe ki 
But heirsare not ambitiqus—— whothen ſuffers ? 
What reverence ſhall our Gods have? and what juſtice 
The miserable people? 
King. You've welladvis'd me 
ny broom oe — 1 — 


To my ſiſter, —— our 
— — 


Gods determine. 

Ex. King. 
Gov. So, thanks to this false beard, and falser cant, 
I've hopes to ruin thee, my bold rival. | Ne 
The Bramins ſhall foment the pious mischief; In 
And when each party's weaken'd, I'll unmask, TI 
Strike in between, and get the Princeſs and the crown. 


' SCENE Ill. The Princeſs Apartment. 


Enter Quiſara, Panura, and Page. 


ui. me a ſong, then leave me and if Ruidia 
Wn Jon Zong introducehim. 
But ſtay Will virtue warrant this admiſſion ? 
Surely, for once it may, in 
We muſt conſult about thi 


ww »,_ wt — 


[Gi ſeats ber ſelf on a couch. 
AS O NG, by the Page. Set by Mr. Purcel. 
way — 


oe, — 's mane 
th ev'ry grace of art 


O»! 


r. 


45 
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ob] cen d I but make thee love me, - 2 
As thy charms my heart have mov d, 

None cou'd e er be bleſt above me, 


None cou d e er be more belov'd. | 
— 
Qui. Shield me, ye powers! what's here! : 


Sure tis the phantasm of the man I dread, _ 
Form'd by my fears! whoare you? ” 


Arm. The fondeſt and moſt wretched of your ſlaves. 
Qui. Who waits there? rude intruder, leave me. 


What means this treachery? who let you in? 


* cou d keep out the love that brought me 
ther? | 
i. This is an insolence unparalleP'd, 


Nor my brother's love protect this boldneſs. 
Miſtreſs 


I'm of my ſelf, and will not be 
Thus viſited, ſpite of your boaſted ſervice. 
Arm. Bright virtue — 
Qui. Stand off, | read diſhonour in your eyes. 
Arm. By all that beauty they are innocent. 
Pray tremble not, you have nocause, fair Princeſs. 
ui. So base a violation ot my privacy! 
Arm. If virtuous love may claim a pitying glance, 
— — — Is this violence? 
Far be it from m to fright) uiet, 
And heavieſt 4 on r — as 
If you miſtruſt me till, take this and ſheath it here. 
[He offers her his dagger. 
'Twill give a wound leſs cruel than your doubts. 
Qui. Why this intruſion then? | 
Arm. Withtrembling awe to urge my love and ſervice. 
But hopes remove, the nearer | approach you, 
And J even dread to claim what you have promised. 
So much more easy was the task proposed | 
Than to demand the recompence. Oh Princeſs! 
When greatneſs check'd the fire your beauty kindled, 
Your promise fann d it to a flame. I dar d. 
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But twas you quicken'd e: then kill it not; 
My flame is grown too mighty to be quench d; 
Vet Oh, tis pure, tis free from ſelfiſh droſs. 

Qui. May I believe? 


Believe me all devoted to your will. 


Arn. Wrong not our charms, that claim no leſia duty 


Qui. Oh, love! why muſt I be ungrateful to ſuch merit? 


Shall ! exact a proof of your obedience? 


[Aſie 


Arm. Comma d a thousand, till I've tir'd your doubts; 


Set any task mortality may dare; | 
Point outnew dangers, bid meface deſtruction; 
Command me any thing but not to love. 

Qui. Then hear me: Cease for ever to expect 
The recompence you ask d, and leave me now. 
Arm. What have I promis d? 

Is this my doom? and is there no redreſs? 

Qui. But one, which you muſt to my pity owe. 
For | muſt buſh to tell our cure I love 
My heart was all dispos d before you claim d it. 
Fancy had got the ſtart of your deserts, 

Which yet I prize ſo high, that for your ease 

I force my modeſty on this confeſſion, 

To disengage your hopes, nor let the man 

That has ſo highly ſe: vd, depend on fruitleſs air. 
Arm. Oh, Madam 

Qui. Replies are vain: 


Arm. Wretched Armuſia! doubly wretched now)! 


What wilt thou do? canſt thou reſign thy Princeſs? 
Reſign her to a rival? tamely yield 

Thy beauteous prize, and ſtarve thy ſelf to let 
Another — Oh this wrecks my ſoul ! 

Grief, jealous rage, despair, and envy tear it. 

Bid mewdd — breaſt go ſtorm old, 

When thro' the dreadful gap a thousand deaths 

Ruſh down in fires, and rocks, and iron hail. 
But change th ungrateful task. Tis death to hope, 
And hope's the lile of love; tis torment in extreme, 


| Wheels, daggers, dying pangs, and lingring fires. 


E 


f, 
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A Hard fate! why muſt L use him thus? but Ok! 


] muit be cruel ro my ſelf or him. [ Aſide. 
Arm. Still dumb, relentleſs fair? well, I'll content you, 
And keep my promise, tho'1loſemy life, 


Despair will make that easy; joy attend you | 
While 1 withdraw todie: i hould bear your feet, 
But I will not profane this place, nor coſt 
Your heart a hgh. Farewel. 
Qui. Stay, gen rous ſtranger: your despair alarms me, 
Oh, 1 | 
tee be oy which Ines im 
My gratef . 
For tis a pain to be ſo much oblig d 
And bankrupt in returns. It kills my joy, 
Im angry with my ſelf, and torn intwo. 
wou d recal my heart, but Oh! I cannot. Fear, duty, 
Honour, ſhame, pity, gratitude and love diſtract me; 
War in 1 ——— ſoul; and ſtrain the ſtrings 
of life. 
Oh leave, leave me, my confuſion is ſuch, 
] dread I ſay too little, or too much. Going. 
Arm. Oh ſtay. | 
Qui. cannot, muſt not. 
Arm. Mult I then leave you thus? Oh, it I muſt, 
Firſt ſee th? affliction of my foul, ſee now a ſeparation 
More cruel, more adeath, 
Than that between the body and the foul: 
They part to meet again, to be more bleſs d; 
But I to bedivorc'd from joy for ever. 5 
Let me be mad, ye powers, or let me die! 
Oh Heavens! Oh Princeſs, judge what I endure, 
When death or madneſs mult beſtow the cure. [Going 


Enter Ruidias, while Armuſia is going off. They jcſtle one 
another at the door acci 94 


| 
| 
| 
[ 
"n 
/ 
9 
1 


Rui. Ha! whois this? | #! 
Arm. Whoart thou? « 
Rui. My rival with the Princeſs! and ſo private. 1 
Arm. Ha! tis Ruidias, my happy rival; | 

| But hold out, patience, yet! Rs: 
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11. * 

Nui. fuſion know proud man, Princeſs 
ſhe hearkens to my ſuit; 

And tho' in Portugal you claim 

I'll have it here; here I command the fort, | 

And that commands the town. Be wile, defiſt, 

Or with my ſword ——. 

Arm. . 


Rn. Is then hislife ſodearto you? Em loſt. 
Had l your leave to wait on 2 and for this? 
— — 
Out- brav d, out- rival d? 
At once the ſtart in glory and in love, ” 
Ard tread me like a name in ſand, to nothing? 
Death and hell! ſhall L bear it? tamely bear it? 
No, e er Ido, Ell give or take a life. 
. Brave franger, by your ine pon. Lag 
Rerire, ——— 
Arm. O my patience 
Qui. — yoo fill: ee e. 
An. Weak fleſn rebels, but you and virtue conquer. 
I go, but judge, oh judge, ye tender hearts, 
What pangs, br my wer 0 oa 
Who to his rival leaves the darling fair. [Ex. Armuſia. 
Qui. Great ſoul, Iam aſham'd I cannot love him yet. 


A. 
Now you, whose jealous ſo presumptuous, 
Know, | resent it and your di L 
Your love ſtands yet upon my courtesy : 
Tis true, I've ſuffer d you to tell your paſſion, 
But I ne er promis d you a kind return; 
And if you dare abuse your privilege — 

Nui. Armuſia here, and out, when I 
Had hopes to be in private entertain d? 
What lover cou d have tamely born the fight ? 
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Qui. Know what Iam? how durſt you doubt my ho- 


nour ? 

] never taught you to diſpose my freedom; ; 
And had I — you my his: twere a leſs crime 
In me to change than in you to ſuspect me; 

The firſt's but frailty, but the laſt ill- nature. 

Is this your faith? True love is more reſpectful. 

Armuſia wou'd not paſs ſoraſh acensure; 

And I ſhou'd puniſh thee; Fl! ſtrive to dot. 

Tis ſtill the lot of groundleſs jealousy, 

Tobring on what ii fears. 

Vows, duty, gratitude concur to exc]ude thee. 

Yet ſhould | flight thee, ſhould I chuse thy rival, 

Blame molt thy ſelf, and learn how dang'rous 'tis 

To let a woman, ſpite of wisdom's laws, m 

See that you'rejealous, tho without acauſe. [ Ex. Qui. 
Nui. She's gone! what ſhall Ido? oh that Armuſia 

Hangs betwixt hopes and me, and threats my ruin: 

He has her vews, freſh ſervices, the king, | 

And a vaſt ſtock of merit on his fide: 

| have but naked love, and wav'ring too, I fear. 


The ſword then in my hand, I now muſt try 
To fix my fortune, and o'ercomeor die, 

When conqueſt can't by formal means be got, 
A brave deſpair may cut the gordian knor. 


2 2 ACT 
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Aer m. - 


The Scene draw: and diſcovers Armuſia hing on @ Bank in a 1 
Grove of Orange-Free:. Emanuel by him. 


This Dialogae is ſung to him by a Clown and his Wife. Set; © 
Mr. Leveridge, and ſung by him and My. Pate. 


Wife. OLD John, e er you leave me, i' troth I wil 
know | J 
Whither fo ſmugg d up thus early you go? 
With clean handsand face, 
Your beſt band with a lace, 
Your ſunday apparel when you ſhou'd go plough, 
So trim none wou'd think youa married man now. 
Hold, John, Cer you leave me, !troth I will know 
W hither ſo ſmugg d up thus early you go? f " 
A 2 Joan, | won't tell you: To lead a ſweet 
ire g 


In 
I've learnt of my betters to ſteal from my wife. 15 
May haps wich my neighbour lil duſt it away, 1 þ 
Mayhaps play at putt, or ſome other ſuch play. | ; b. 
IWife. | gueſs at what game you d be playing to-day. J 3 
Man. Don't plague me. The devil's in women I think. Ti 
Go, Joan, I tell thee I'm going to drink. 5 
Come, prithee, don'tthink that I've got no more grace:) 
Nay go, or I'll gi' thee a dovwyſe in the face. ö My 
IWife. Il find then ſome body to ſtrike in your place.) 
Why ſhould you deny me ? | never did yeu. (#eeping.} © 
Because Ian t new, you won't give me my due, N 7 v. 
But troth if you wo not a ſnall do. 5 N. 
Man. If thus you e er do,” * Tl 
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Oh! how I'll belabour your booby and you. (Threatning.} 
Wife. If thus you e er do, * | 
I Oh! how I'll belabour your trollop and you. 
h iow your booby and you. 
Both. Oh tow UI belabour 4 trollop and you. 


Wife. Well, Fohn, do not go,  (Wheedling and crying. 
And Iwo not doſo; Folny | 
Do not my dear , _ 
n My ana. ode my hony. (he kiſſes him. 
4« Oh pray do not go, 
And Iwo not do ſo. 


Nan. Adsooks by that buſs I'm inveighled to ſtay, 
Come, Foan, come and ſpoil me from going aſtray. 


5 CHORUS. 


* Witte. Come give me your beſt band. 
Man. Here take my beſt band. 
Both. Now, give me thy hand. 
Man. Thus tis with you women. 
Wife. Thus tis with you men. 
Both. Whene'er you fall out tis to fall in again. | 
1 [ Ex. Clown with his Wife. 
ern. In vain with mirth you wou d beguile my cares. 
cer © Alas? I'm dead tojoy, andbut a walking trouble, 
lInsenſible to all but love and grief, 
To all but grief, for grief and love are one. 
hy wou d my rival kill me ? if he hates me, 
H Sure he ſhou'd bid me live. Let's range the grove, 
Perhaps I ſoon ſhall meet him, or my Princeſs. 
os "Y Both can deal death; yet I, like other wretches, 
ho that's my only ease, muſt ſtruggle with my fate. 


_ ¶Exeunt. 
| 5 Enter Governor and Quiſara. 
; L Gov. I wou d talk further with you from the Gods. 
Lou are a Princeſs of that excellence — 
Nay, do not bluſh, I do not flatter you; 


A Qui. 


28 Iſtand Princeſs : Or 


Qui. Town their 

Gov, Apply it then to their use, to their honour, 
om or convert those misbelievers, 
Portugueſe ; invite em to our temples —. 

Di. Father, we may fit yonder, and be ſtill more pri- 

vate. | [Ex.Qui. and Gov. 


Enter Ruidias and Piniero. 


Rui. What, did Ar muſia then return che challenge ; 
Youcarried him? will he not meet me? FF 
Pin. Hecalmly told me, that he di : 
All formal duels, yet that with a {word 
Heev'ry day is walking in this grove. 


but ſees | 


Rui. Then let us ſtrive to find — out 
comes. = 27 
Now, love, revenge, and — guide my arm. 1 
Enter Armuſia, with Emanuel. F 
Draw, Armuſi ia! ¶ Rui. and Pin. draw, 4, 
Die, or reſign the Princeſs. | = . 
Arm. I will do neither. Arm. and Em. drav- 0 


But hold, why muſt our friends nove ſhare our danger? 
Rui. Stand ſtill, I charge ye, — me. 


R 

Arm. And, good Emanuel, Th 

Pin. Tis well you ſpoke But 

Rui. Fight home, I will not ſpare you FT > 

[ They fight — ow and dogg cot 

Nor do I look for mercy. _ 

| Enter Quiſara, and Governor. : 2h 

6. Ha! fighting! hold! oh hold, raſh mea! ob par | * 
Gov. = em alone, let em kill one another. . 


1 


Qui. Rudias, hold. 
Rus. Unleſs he dies, Lm h 8. | Fo 
Qui. It er you lov'd, l charge \ vou cease. Oh! father. R 
Ni. My love were ſmall ſhou d | deſiſt. Let 
C Dh 


* 


* 
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Gov. Ohlet both fall, kind fortune. Rui. falls. 
Pin. Ruidias down ! 
Em. Stand ſtill, or thy ſword's in 
Qui. Oh hold, Armuſia. 
Rui. 1 3 no mercy. Why do not you kill me 
t r 
Arm. A boy might do as much at this advantage. 
Will you not «A Is life ? * 
Rui. Tis not worth my asking. 
Arm. Nor is it worth my taking in this poſture. 
Qui. Spare him, Armuſia, ſpare him. 
Arm. My love is all obedience. Rise ſir, and take your 
ſword again. | 
Rui. Not againſt him that ſpar d me: Oh curſt fortune! 


/ Gov. What have you done? twere better they had al! 


periſh'd. | 
Qui. Father, be pacify d; I'm working for the beſt 
This jealous rage, and diſobedience cure me——- | 4jide, 
Armuſia meet me in the neighbouring temple. 
Arm. Madam, I ſhall. [Ex. Qui. Gov. 
Come brave Nuidias, let us now be friends; 
Believe your honour ſafe. 
Nui. Oh you have beat me both ways, and io nobly, 
That I muſt ever love the hand that did it. 
zut oh the Princeſs! both cannot poſſeſs her. 
Pin. Yau cannot, Sir, unleſs ſhe break her vow. 
Come leave theſe toys, and wed your miſtreſs, fame. 
Arm. Oh Sir, you ask too much of a lover. 
Zv'n I my ſelf had rather leave the world, than quit fo fair 
a prize. | 
Rui. And you alone deſerve her. Yet A4rmiuſca, 
[cannot yet reſign her, tho'l muſt. | 
The heat of love remains, tho the ſoul's hope is fled. 
Arm. Yet let's be friends. Why ſhou'd ve hate each 
other 
For ſympathy in love? 
Rui. Too generous man, I cannot call you rival, 
Let me embrace you; let all hatred end. } 
E cent. 


On thus I'm bleit — Whate'er the tures inrend, 


| cannot lose, poſſeſt of ſuch a friend. 


C 3 SCENT, 


30 The Iſl and Princeſs : Or, 
SCENE, The Temple. 


Enter Governor ſtill diſguis d, and Bramin. 


Gov. I need not now repeat what we've to dread 

From these bold miſ-believing Portugueſe. 

Therefore to ruin them, all means are juſt. 

Thus P've decoy d the Princeſs, to invite 

Her promis d husband hither, where, no doubt, 

He will blaſpheme our Gods. 

The King will in disguise hear their discourse. 

You know your time t appear and back my words. 
Bra. You need not doubt us in ſo good a cause. 


Enter Armuſia, and Quiſara, meeting 


Arm. See, madam, at your feet your faithful ſlave, 
Who ſtudies new humility to please you, 
And takes a kind of joy in his afflictions, 


Because they come from you. [ Kneels to Quiſara. 


Qui. Oh rise, Sir, I did not invite you hither 
Thus to profane our altars, but to ask 
A better proof of love than ſo misplac d a worſhip ; 
A proof which, ſince I've ſworn, ſinch you perſiſt, 
Muſt make me yours, atleaſt my grateful duty. 
Few brides, alas! at firſt have more to give. 

Arm. Oh name it, madam, what wou'd I not do, 
Tho' but togain you thus? love, greedy love, 


That ſtill unfatisfy'd, ſtill murm'rmg paſſion 1 5 


Will pine; but ſince tis often but eſteem 
And gratitude improv d, twill ſhoot at laſt, 
Forc d by a zeal like mine. Oh then command me. 


Enter King and Governor, both diſuis'd. 


Gov. Now hearken, Sir; and as he treats our Gods, 4 


So uſe him, or expect ſevereſt judgments, 
Qui. Change your religion, and adore our Gods. 


¶Exeunt. 


Arm. 


115 


rr . 


rm. Ha! | 
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Qui. Renounce your faith. 
Arm. Heav n forbid! 
Qui. Offer as we do. ; 


Arm. To wood and ſtone, vile beaſts, and cursed de- 


vils? 
Is this the proof you ask? 
Gov. O blasphemy | 
King. Peace. 
Qui. Il reaſon with you. Are not our Gods as great 
as yours? 


Arm. They are ſenseleſs, wretched, and the worſt of 


creatures, 
Unfit to help themselves, much leſs mankind. _ 
Qui. —— ſun and moon we worſhip, they are hea- 
venly. 
Arm. Burl the maker of that ſun and moon, 
Who gave em motion, influence, and light. 
Excuse me, Princeſs, if my zeal tor truth 
Extort a gen'rous treedom of my tongue. 
You ſhou'd have faid, inſtruct the King and me 
In that bleſt doctrine that guides fouls to heaven 
Oh may you tollow that, deſtroy yu —_— 
Beat down their altars, ruin their falſe temples. —. 
Gov. Oh horror! my prophecy was true. 


King. I'm ſorry I came hither l' ve heard to much. 
[ Exe. King and Gov. 


ui. Thus far in charity | was oblig'd 
Ns the errors of your — 
Nor can the blame be mine to want ſucceſs; 
"Twas by these Gods that I was {worn to wed you, 
These you blaspheme : you have renounc'd their power, 
And thereby free me from all obligation. | | 
Arm. Youare too juſt to make this flight evaſion. 
un. You ſhall both find me juſt, ſincere aad plain; 
Therefore resolve to quit your faith or me. 
Arm. My life is yours, but my religion heaven's, 
And I no more can change it than my love. 


Qui. You hear your task. 


Co Arm 


— Any" on rt. >, TO ne b 


32 The Iſland Princeſs: Or, 
Arm. Oh! Princeſs, ceaset'injoin what heav'n forbids. Wh. 


Name any task that honour may not bluſh Wh 
To execute, toils, dangers, death it ſelf ; Hea 
But do not, do not tempt me to be bad. You 
Qui. Obey, and inſtantly; or from this hour = &F 
Norecantation ſhall prevail. I and 
Arm, Call you this charity ? | Job! 
Qui. Nay,then—— Loc 
Arm. You muſt not go. Wh 


What have I done, to merit this hard ſentence ? 

To have my very ſoul rack'd, forc d to quit 

My heav'n above, or paradiſe on earth? 

How ell Llove, how much I prize your charms, 

My life muſt ſhow ; but honour, conscience, heaven, 
I never muſt forgo. Muſt | then lose you or my ſelf 2 
Can you perſiſt? muſt I be torn from you? I muſt _. 
Yet once morelet me bon OO Se 
Dreadful ſtrife! cruel Kuggie: a 


I muſt not ———_ gg leave her. REEL 5 
| Farew Gaing E 
= Stay, ſtay, dear mischief! But what am g 
I doing? 
Ha! now I dread my thoughts —— aff . 


" pow'rs ! 

Awake my Soul! oh look no more, my eyes. 
Huſh! treacherous love! 
Since heart, or ſoul muſt periſh on this ſea, 
Sink thou, my heart, to ſave the immortal treasure 
Quit thy rich claim, tho' while I ſo reſign 
No martyrdom ſure ever equal'd mine. 
Away, away! Oh! if Took Idic; 

[ He looks on her, then turns from her ſudden. 
There's no way left to conquer, but to fly. Going. 

Qui. Heroick foul! ſtay ! this confirms me yours. 
In quitting, you have gain d me. I reſolv d 
To make the utmoſt tryal ot your faith, 
And in your faith of you. Fve long i in private 
Weigh 4 your belief. I find by you 'tis heavenly : N 
You've prov d the practice; and 'tis a bleſt viſion P. 
Bespoke my change, no fickleneſs of mind. 12 
? Whom 


. 
1 
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Whom ſhou d I love indeed, but him have ſworn to wed, | 
Who freed my brother, and retrieves my ſoul? 
Heav'n, reason, duty, gratitude, and love decree it; 


Tour faith, and you for ever, now are mine. 


Arm. Amazement ! raviſhment ! am I awake? 


I And are you mine? | will, I muſt believe it. 

oh happy change! O unexpected bliſs ! 

Look = ye ſacred choirs, and ſhare my joys, 

while thus I pay my thanks. {| Kneels and kiſſes her hang, 


Enter King, Governor and Guards. 8 

King. Nay, ſtart not, take my confirmation too. 
promis d you to let Quiſaras hand 
Pe. join d with yours, and here I ratify it. 

[The King joins their hands. 

| Gov, Ha! did I plot for this? [ Aſede. 
Arm. Oh! thought is drown'd in joy. How _ 1 

ſpeak my thanks? 
King, Hold, as the Gods have ſeen me juſt to you. 
To their own altars they mult {ce me juſt. 
uards, ſeize your prisoner —— 
Gov. That's well retric vd! be ſure you bind him faſt. 
Arm. ls this your gratitude ? 
| = Bind your reſtorer, fir ? 
King. Oh ſiſter, with reluctance I'm ſevere. 

d he offended me, I had forgiven, 
Put to our Gods the injury is done, 
Faſphem'd, revil'd: yet ſtill he may be yours, 
Ne muſt appease our Gods by humbie worſhip, 
i r tall a ſacrifice where he blaſphem dem; 
nd ſure to fave his life, and gain you, he'il ſubmit. 
Ln. To ſerve my Princeſs, to ſecure my joys, 
druſh thro! ſeas, thro' fires, I'd ſmile at danger, 

wou d do any thing; but injure heaven, 
ind to ſerve idols were the greateſt wrong. 
King. 3 means my friend? ſure you'll not lose your 


— 7 2 
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| On unn ick. recant, ſubmit, 2 Our Gack 


Gov. 


34 The Iſland Princeſs : Or, 


Gov. He inſtantly muſt own our Gods, or die. 
Arm, What, use my breath t' abjure the power that gave 
it | 


Renounce th almighty Being! worſhip hel]! 

No more; bring meto torments, racks, and fires; 

Fil offer there my ſelf: but when I quit my faith, 

And grow unworthy thus of her and mercy, 

Let medreadev'ry curſe that guilt deſerves, 

Want, ſhame, diſeases, and what's worse, her hate, 

Deſpair on earth, and worse deſpair below. | 
Gov. Mildneſs but hardens him. Our Bramins here de- 

mand him ; | } | 

This temple has irs prison; there they beſt — 

Will work the wiſh d for change. $ 
King. You're wise and holy: $1 

Act for the beſt, but ſtill reſpect my friend. f 
Gov. Fear not. Death's no miſusage of a rival. { Aſiae. 
Qui. Oh, Sir, do not reſign him to his foes, T 

Rather exert your pow'r. O fave him, fave your friend. 


1 l 1 
99 00808 


I know hell ne er abjure his faith. 
Gov. Then he muſt die. by 

ws. He ſhall not die! oh! Sir, why turn you from me 

See, on her knees, your ſiſter begs his life; . 


With tears ſhe begs it, fave the man that freed you, 
Him I muſt wed, and wed by your command. 1. 
Muſt I bring on his death? O ſpare him; father, holy men, N 


— join with me: true piety is mild. N 
whither wou d you lead him? ſtay, ſtay, take me too] Fr 
Il not out- live his loſs. No, I'll now fave his life, | Le 
Or lose my own. Our love and faith are one . 

Our fates muſt be the ſame. S Or 


King. How's this, Quiſara! 
Bra. She raves. 
Qui. No, thou false man, like him I ſerve a pow r, 


That gives me ſtrength to ſcorn your cursed idols. IT. 
King. Ha! own his faith! | N. 
Qui. I do, I do: oh ſpare him; ſpare your ſiſter. I. 
King. O fatal ſound ! An 
Gov. Take him away, he hardens her in error. e 
Arm. Oh Princeſs! . Ex. Arm. guad ! — 

S. 


* 
8 


the Generous Portugueſe. 35 


Qui. O Sir, will you then let him go? call, call him back. 
King. O ſiſter! have a care, lose not your ſelf ; he will 
recant. 
i. O never, Sir; ev'n I wou'd not to ſave him. 
Then fave us both. Nay, do not, do not fly me. 
My hopes are all in you. Oh! hear me, hear me! 
Let not blind zeal prevail; fave your own honour. 
Can you reſign us to be butcher'd, mangled, 
Our limbs torn, and abandon d to vile wretches ? 
Your deareſt friend, your liſter! ſure you cannot. 
Our hearts are near a-kin, and mine wou'd bleed 
To ſee you thus diſtreſs d. Thus | bore your affliction, 
King. Oh l ſhalllose the Monarch in the friend. 
Rise, rise, Quiſara. 
Qui. Oh Sir: 
King. Siſter! 
Qui. Brother! friend | 
King. Let crowns be loſt, and let me ſave my ſiſter and 
4] my friend. 
I xhus in my arms, thus let me ever guard em. 

me 1 Gov. Ha! all goes ill. Run, call the Bramins hither. 

f [To ebe Bramin. 
] Hope not to ſave em, tho you lose your crown. | 
. Exit Bra. and re-enter preſentiy with the choir. 
nen, No, King, the Gods can puniſh them and you. 
{| Nay, if you pause, I've judgments to denounce 
too From angry heaven. The ſacred choir attends; 

| Leave her to us, we'll only fright and preach her from her 

errors 


4 or put it paſt your power to ſave her or my rival. 


Ve 


* 


e eee, eee eee eee 8 


[A de. 
Qui: 2 King, do you then yield me up? hold wret- 
ches; 
Touch not my hand. I'll freely go to dungeons, 
Nay, death it ſelf, for ſuch a noble cause: 
Tho earth for sake us, heaven will mend our tates, 
And pour ſevereſt vengeance on your heads. 
| Yes, cruel men, then tremble, fear its anger; 
dea Dread, dread its fierce revenge: our blood will claim it. 
24 But hold! we ought to love our very toes. | 
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36 The and Princeſs : Or, 


Then bleſs these men, thou power of mercy, em. 
May they, like me, their idol Gods deſpise, ww" 


And dare to fall, moregloriouſly to rise. 
— [Ex. —— 
King. you ll not i. Oh urge not then 
The v of the Gods too far: for if you do 
Bra. — doubts we'll move the angry pow- 


By olemn incantaion 
An Incantation ſet by My. D. Purcell 


6 x ar thou by whom theraling thunder s hurll'd! 1 
ws —— lum. bright eye, and monarch e? 


＋ 


the world. 
Mr. Bowen. 
Hear, gentle moon, pale queen of night, 
And ye refulgent orbs of light, 


Great court of heaven ſo ample and fo high, 
And all ye warming commons of thesky. 


CHORUS. 


O 5kres ! 2 O earth ! on all your pow rs we call 


E er the ym all, 


A Bram. 


— 
Hear, ye friendly earthly powers. 
Gode of kindly fruits and flowers, 
Who, unſeen, delight to trip 
Where birds flutter, hop and skip. 
Where they warbie, chirp and coo, 


Where in whiſpers zephyrs woo, 


Er 
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Where poor eccho ſweetly grieves, 
And remurmurs thro' the leaves. 


Another Bram. 
Mr. Pate. 


Rouse, ye Gods of the main 
Take vengeance on those who your altars profane. 
Nun no more the loud Prone: extend them to blow, 
Till foaming with rage the waves roar as they flow, 
1 « While they heave and they ſwell, 
J © Toſs the ſlaves to the skies, and then plunge em to hell. 


ſ 


5 Infernal pow'rs, grim ſullen ſprights, E 
#4 Who — — dire affrights; 

y By all the dismal yell, 

1 And horrors of your hell, 

1 Your dreadful pleasure tell. 


1 End with the verse, Hear ye Gods of the main, &c. 


Gov. The Gods are ſullen, and diſpleased. But fee 
The ancient ſeer, who oft declares their will. 
Advance, wise Bramin, while by power of ſound, 
We prompt ſome God, by thee, to inform 2 
doubting Monarch. | 


An old Bramin come forward and ſmgs. 
The enthuſiaſtick 8 O N G. 
Let, ſung, and acted, by Mr. Leveridge. 


un cease, cease, urge no more the God to fwell my 
breaſt! | 
The manſion dreads the greater gueſt. 
But lo! he comes! I hike! 1 feel, I feel his ſway, 
And now he hurries me along. 
Then, Crowes, believe, and, Kings, obey, 
Tis Heav'n inſpires the ſong. 


Haſte ” 


38 The Hand Princeſs : Or, 


Haſte! to the Gods due vengeance give. 
Hark ! from their ſeats they cry, 
Wholets blaſſ live, 
Shall by blaſphemers die. 
Haſte, haſte, due vengeance give. 
Let the ſound 


« Echoull round. 
Haſte, due vengeance 
Beware! ten thousand, — is] ſe! 
Invaſions! wars! plagues! ruin! endleſs woes ! 
Ah wretched iſle, 1 for thee, , 
Save, fave thy ſelf, eion tHe God's blaſpheraing foes. 
Now, now the thunder roars. * 
The earth now groans and quakes, 
The riſing main adeluge pours, 
The world's fountain ſhakes. 
Hell the fiends appear ! 
Oh Logs — / ww relent, or we deſpair. 


a will. 
See the throng 
Hoot em, as they re dragg d along. 
Now they tear em, now they die; 
All applaud, and ſhout for joy. 
Peace returns, all nature ſmiles, 
Happy da — 9 iſles, 
Now we laugh with plenty crown'd, 
Merry ſports and love go round. 


« The viſion's oer the God deſerts my breaſt. 


** Huſh! gently bear me hence to reſt. [He is led of. 
Gov. Now, Sir, you've heard the Gods confirm their 


doom. 
King. They yet may change. 
Gov. It muſt be quickly then. 
King. I'll try towin'em. 
Gov. Leave us todothar. 
We dare not truſt your nature with the parly. 
King, Delay a while, 
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Gov. Take heed! dread, dread the Gods, if you defer 
their doom. | 
King. Am Ia King, and muſt they die? my ſiſter, my 

reſtorer ! | 

Oh death is inthe thought ! firſt let it reach me, 
Let vengeance rage, and ſweep me from the world 
But oh this will not ſave em. I muſt yield. 
But judge my grief, all great, all gen'rous hearts ! 
Why do we boaſt of pow'r ? acrown's a pageant ; 
EKings are but glorious ſlaves, controll'd by odds, 

The prieſts, the people, and the greater Gods. 
When these are touch'd, tis they the ſcepter wield ; 
And Kings, those petty ſubſtitutes, muſt yield. 
I Empire's a ſtinted grant, a taſte of pow'r, 
4 Andwebut rule to feel reſtraint the more. 
Gods, do us right: 'tis juſt we be withſtood, 
Wben doing ill, but not when doing good. [Exennt. 


ACT V. SCENE L 


The Curtain ſlowly riſes to mournful muſick, and diſcovers a 
Priſon, Quisara lying on the floor, all in white, reading by 
the light of a lamp; her Women in black, ſome ſtanding, 
others kneeling by her, and weeping : The bell toll ſometime 
before ſhe ſpeaks. 


Qui. Lou bleſt is piety ! it cheers my ſoul, 

Ev'n here, where I'm preparing for my fate, 
Of all but you forsaken!—— Do not weep ; 
You break my peace of mind Nay, then I beg, 
I muſt not now command, retire a while—- | Ex.H omen. 
Grief is infe&tious—— Now I think on them, 
On my diſtreſs, and poor Armuſia, doom d 
For me to fall, | weep —— [ The bell tolls again. 
Hark! the bell tolls again! our fatal hour is come. | 
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Enter 


40 The Iſland Princeſs © Or, 
Anm. Oh my rack d foul! how ſhall I ſtand this fight, 
The ſtrongeſt trial they cou'd put me to. Oh 
Qui. Ha! whence that groan? 
Arm. Oh Princeſs! 
us. Oh Armuſia! | 
Arm. How ſhall I dare t approach that ſuff ring virtue: 
And yet I muſt, Thus then, now let me craw]l, 
And in this agony breathe out a foul, 
Nack d with unutterable love and woe. 
Qui. Oh tis too much, thou beſt, thou only lover, 
mn, I only grieve for thee. | 
* [ not grieve for you, betray d for me to 
th? | 


-- 
A 
O 

H 


Not grieve to ſee you here? oh! hopes of heav'n, 
Tis only you can buoy up ſinking virtue, 
When ſuch a trial comes. Let pagan fiends 


S 
8 
1 
to tother. 
dare rejoice ev n here. 
Enter Officer, | 
Offi. I'm bid to tell you, you mult now attend =; 


T'a 


our Gods, or die. Tis the laſt ſummons. 
ij. We come. i 
Arm. To die. | 
Qui. To triumph. ä 
Arm. Yes, my bride. 
But, ſure I firſt may _ a chaſte endearment 
Due to a bridegroom, and a dying friend. | 
Yes, bluſhing faint, and thus | ſeize the bleſſing — 
. | [ Kiſſes — 
1 
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My foul ison the wing to mix with thine: 
Another kiſs, and they'd tor ever join. 
Oh! ſince below wetaſte ſuch ſweets in love, 
Ho great, how vaſt mult be our joys above! [Exenn?. 
SCENE, The Temple. 
Eater King, Bramin, and Governor. 
— 
It makes me to 
But ev'n your crown's at | if "tis d. I 
| King. They come. | dread the fight, yet ſtill muſt try 


to win em. 


Solemn Muſick] Enter a proceſſion of Bramins, as.to the 
| acrifice. Armuſia and Quiſara 
wreath'd and bound. Guards and 
| Attendants. 
King. I forte my ſelt to ſee you thus, to fave you. 
Siſter, Armuſia, Oh, once moreI beg. 
Save, fave your lives. | 
Arm. Name not these toys, when heav'n's concern'd ; 
for that, Sir, : 
I cou'd forgoev'n her, and yet what'slife without her? 
Qui. And I ſhou'd hate him, cou d he love me more. 
Bra. Oh quick, worſhip our Gods. 
Gov. Oh rinceſs . 
Arm. 2 | 
i. Away, deluding men. 
| 1 Sor is 
Arm. Take it, Bramin, 
And all the misery that ſhall attend it. 
Bra. Make the fires ready. Es 
Qui. Heav'n gives us ſtrength to dread em not. 
. Yet ſtay. | 
What fall Ido th fave you, ſtubborn pair ? 
Look on me; like the criminal I beg, 
And majeſty is fled from me, to you. 
Why will you kill me? or, what's worse than death, 
Afflict me thus? oh you've no pangs to dread 
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Arm. Save your miſtaken pity for your ſelf, Sir. 
Bra. They muſt die inſtantly, they'll pervert all else. 
Tou ſee all's ready, Sir, then pray retire, | 
Or we muſt ſtrike before your eyes. TO 
King. Tis hard, ye injur d powers! muſt I permit your 
juſtice ? | 
Oh fiſter —— 
Qui. = grieve not, Sir! you wound my tender 


Farewel. And may our deaths inſtruct you how to live. 
King. Amazing love, and fortitude, and zeal! 

And ſhall I let you die? 

Such virtue, ſure, deſerves a better fate. 


Euter Meſſenger. 


Aeſ. Arm, Sir, ſeek for defence. The Portugueſo 
Fire from their fort and ſhips upon the town. 
| | | Guns let off at a diſtance. 
General Rzidias ſent t inform us now | 
He'll beat it down, unleſs Armuſia be ſet free. 


King. Hah! dares he dot? mult inmates too controul 1 


W . 
Ev'n in this case I muſt resent th' insuit; 
And, were J raſh, I wou'd revenge it here. 
However bear em back to prison, guards, 


An you demand a parley.  [Ex.all, except Governor. 
Gov. Curſt event! had io my rival fall'n, 
Id yet found means to fave her. [ Exeunt. 


S C E N E, The Town, 


Enter ſeveral Townſmen. 


1. Blefs us, what thundring's here, what fire-ſpitting ! 
2. And how the guns take the fide of a house here, and 
the ſide of a house there, and mend them up again with 
another ward. | 
3. I had the roof of my house taken off with a chain 
ſhot, aud in the twinkling of an eye another clap'd in the 
place ont. 5 2. That's 


by't—— for 
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2. That's a gun I'll ſwear. 

1. Lou think he lyes now; I ha' ſeen a ſteeple taken off 
with a chain ſhot, and another put in the place on't, with 
twenty men ringing the bells. 

3. Piſh, what's that: I ſaw an old man's head ſet upon 
a young man's ſnoulders. | 

But, woebe tothe potters, I ſaw a hand-granado in one 
of their ſhops, juſt now, and the pots, pans, pipkins, 


and glaſſes, at fiſticuffs with it, at ſuch a rate, you'd ha! 
vorn a whole troop of devils had been at foot- ball there. 


1. For my part, I'm afraid we ſhall find our ſelves 
knock'd o'th' head to-morrow morning, as ſoon as we are 


awake. 


omnes. Like enough. 
1. They've rid me of as good a wife as a man wou'd de- 


ſtre to part withal. I met a hand with a letter in't juſt now 


in poſt haſte, and by and by whiz comes the leg after it, as 


| if the hand had forgot half its errand. 


3. Ay, I ſaw the very man that had loſt these goods, 
come hopping upon his t'other leg that was left, to raise a. 
— and cry after the bullet that had robb'd him of half him- 
ſelf. 


2. Why d' ye think there's any law for these cannon bul- 


iets then? 


+, Law! no. Prithee run to a granado when it comes 
iping hot out of a mortar- piece, and tell'r you'll take the 
by of him I do but think what lanesa chain-ſhot wou'd 
make in the law, and how like an aſs a Judge wou d lit up- 
on the bench with his head ſhot off. 

3. I muſt confeſs, tohave one's head ſhot off, wou'd put 
any man out of countenance. 

1. A friend of mine loſt his head juſt now, a very ho- 
neſt fellow, a Taylor; and twas no ſooner off, but a 
Lawyer's head, that no body own'd, dropt out of the clouds 
and fettled upon honeſt ſtiche's ſhoulders: the fellow's ruin'd 
— ſpokea true word ſince. 

2. What ſhall we do? | 

1. Let's to the King in a body, all and one, and deſire 
kim to compound with the foe for ſuch limbs as we want 
moſt in our callings. Let me fe, thou art a Fencer, 

D 2 thou 
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thou ſhalt give thy legs to ſecure thy arms. Thou art a 


Dancer, thou ſhalr give thy head to ſecure thy heels. 

3. Thou art a Cuckold, thou ſhalt give thy horns to ſe- 
cure thy head. 

2. Let's about it inſtantly, and go to the King. 

1. Ay, ſo he is not where the bullets fly. If he be, [ 
muſt deſire his majeſty to come to me. 

Omnes. Agreed, agreed. | 

| A gun is ſhot off, the firſt Townſman drops. 


3. What's the matter, now? —— 


1. Oh Lam lain, let me be carried off quickly, before I I 


come to my ſelf, for | cannot endure to be ſhot to death, as 
Iamaliving man. Carried off. Exeunt. 


SCEN E, A fell or broad place near the fort. 


Enter on one ſide, King, Gov. Guards, &c. Ruidias and the 


Portugueſe. 


King. How dare you offer to prescribe us laws, 
Proud Portugueſe, and thus abuse the liberty 
My predeceſlors gave you to fix here? 


Rui. Thrice in my Prince's name I ſent to claim Ar- 


muſia, 
And thrice you by your Prieſts ſent word you ſcorn d the 
_ ſummons. 1 
Gov. That was my work. [ Aſide.) 


Ling. Ha! did they dare do this? abuse my name? 
Gov. Nay, then I muſt be quick. Despair aſſiſt me. 
Aſide. Ex. Gov. 
Rui. Once more I claim him as my Prince's ſubject. 
Xing. Our Prieſts too claim him from our injur d Gods, 
He's doom d by them to die, nay, ev'a his bride my ſiſter. 
Rui. Curs d are the mouths that doom'd em! quickly 
nave em. 
In hearken to no terms till they're deliver'd: 
Ev'n you ſhould pray me to du you that juſtice ; 
I pay the debt of honour, which I owe him; 
Do you thelike, Sir, nor be ſtill deluded. 
King. But, oh the pricfts, the people 
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— Th leave —— — deer foes. 
c- King. I can no longer what I wiſh oppose. LExit. 


The SCENE draws and ers the priſon. The 


Governor dragging Quiſara by the hair, wit a dagger at 
her breaſt. a es 
ps. ui. 7 help! | 
= Gov. Be dumb, or this fhall make you ſo-— be kind, 
If Pm not the old drone you think.” 


Qui. O why d'you drag me thus? hold. 
Gov. I come not here to talk. I ev'n want time 
To ſeek out ray curſt rival, and with this 


Arm. Ha! Villain! 

Gov. Art thou here ? 

Qui. O fave your ſelt and me, run, call for help. 
Gov. Hold; if thou ſtir ſt, | ſtrike. | 
Arm. Oh misery : Oh horror 

Gov. Stay, Fllease thee. 

Qui. Help; murder, help! 


Enter Ruidias and all the Portugueſe. The King with 
de. Guards. 


Rai. Ha! monſter! feine him How)! the treacherous 
V. Governor! 


8. | Ruidias ſeizes the Governor by his 
r. | | falſe bea d and hair, whic) comes 
cly off, and diſcovers him. 


King. What do I fee! my cruel enemy! 
Rui. Art thou a Prophet? 
Gov. Curſt fortune 


ui. Bleſt deliverance ! I 
Arm. Surpriſing change! { They unbind Armuſia 
ef. „„ Ring. 


S 
- 
- 
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King. How have I been abus d! ye gen'rous ſouls, 
You've half persuaded me t embrace your faith. 
You're free. Be happy now. Haſte to the palace, 
Let ſports and mirth revive, feaſts, revels, masques. 
Guards, take that fiend, and e er we puniſn him, 
Let the croud ſee their Prophet. 
Gov. Confulion ! thirſt of revenge, and frantick love 
undo me, [ Exe. King, Gov. Guards, and the 
Portugueſe, all but Rui. and 
Arm. 
Arm, How ſhall I thank you, Sir ? 
Rui. I've ſcarce yet paid my debt, Sir. 
Thank your own virtue, and my death to hopes 


Despair has murder d love. I ſtill withſtood your right, 


While honour gave me leave. No more; let's to the King 
| Exit Ruidias. 
Arm. O Princeſs, ſtil] I doubt I dream, | 
I dare not yet truſt fortune. 
Still as | reach my hand ſhe draws back her's, 


And ſnatches from me her deriding favours. 


Qui. Oh truſt my heart, brave man, that tells me now 
we're bleſt. | | 
Arm. It muſt be ſo, 'twere now a fin to doubt it. 
Yes, pleasure comes too ſtrong not to bereal. 
want a name to call this bleſſing by. . 
Oh fortune, like her ſex, is winds coy, 
And deals us ſorro but to raise our joy. Exeunt. 


TheS CE N E changes to a Palace. 


Enter King, Courtiers, Ruidias, Piniero, Por tugueſe, 
Guards, &. 


King. Come all, and ſhare my joys, peace reigns, the 
people pleascdʒ; 
I've puniſh'd my worſt foe, and fav'd the beſt of friendz 
Let muſick now resound. Begin the ſports | 
To entertain our court, while I and they, 
Too full of our new joys to reliſh others, 
Look back with picafing horror on paſt dangers, 


L: 


7 
S. 


r 
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Enter Armuſia and Quiſara. 


Arm. Oh Sir! accept my ſilent gratitude, \ 

Words were not made to ſpeak a joy like mine; 

I cannot ſpeak my thanks. 
King. Rise, you're excus d from words, 

You muſt have time tocalm the ſtormy bliſs. 

Then leave awhilethis bright aſſembly here, 

To mirth and ſoft delights. 

We'll ease with talk our pangs of joy within. 

New ſpite of ſubtle foes, all dangers paſt, | 

And heav'n on virtue ſhow'rs rewards at laſt. Exeunt. 


— 


The Four Seafons, o Love in every Age. 
A Mufical Interlude. Sct to Muſick by 
Mr. Jeremy Clarke. _ 
This Entertainment 1 m'd at the end of the laſt Act, 
has was deſign d for — ſeaſon, and 415 — : 
and what is mark'd thus (*) is omitted. 


\ HE overture is a {ymphory, lofty, yet gay: at the lat- 
ter part, it changes to a flat adagio; to which monrn- 
ful movement, 


n - The Genius of the ſtage appears in a me- 
cholick poſture, with attendants. 


Genius. Mourn drooping ſeat of pleaſures, mourn. 

„ Mourn, what all others bleſs, the Summer's warm 
return. 

* Chorus. Mourn, drooping ſeat of pleaſures, mourn. 
Thy darling gueſts, thy fair, thy beſt ſupports, 
For rival fields for ſake our lovely {ports : 
We grieve alone, while birds and ſhephercs ling; 

Alas, we bear a Winter in the Spring. 8 

Chorus. Mourn, drooping ſeat of pleefures, mourn. 

D 


4 Mr. 
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Mr. Freeman. While a gay march is perform d. 
. 93 


Ae. Rouse, rouse, ye tuneful ſons of art? 
The ſoul of numbers and ot days, 6 
ä — + + part, 
ppears your fainting hopes to raise. 
* — way ſoft pleasures, ſprighely joys, 


Tune ev ry lyre, raise ev ry voice. 


Pleasures, 1. 


2 3 Amphion cles 
«« Your ther — 


Leet harmony be thus employ d. 
To raise what discord hasdeſtroy'd ; 
And muſick, that ev 'n trees can move. 
* Shalldraw the fair from every grove. 


— + — „ anddicev'ry care: 
e ages ye ſeasons appear 
Show now, that as love in allages can warm, 
3 | 


The Chorus repeat from 
—— and die ev ry care! c. 


nile the Chorus repeat that verſe, the Scene changes, 
and dijcovers the four ſeaſons, on four ſeveral ſtages. 
The Genius and ſome of his attendant: withdraw. 


thirteen or old. 
ange fourteen year 


Girl. ' Muſt] agirlfor ever be? 
2 mother marry me ? 
They tell me I'm , 
They tell me Fm arite). 
But when | would marry, 
She cries, I muſt tarry. 
Muft I a girl tor ever be? 
Will ne er my mother marry me? 


Mr. Henry Purcel. 


Enter a Youth, 
Mr. Magnes's boy. 
Dutb. Ohl Mis, ä 2 
The pretty — 
- rg 
"Tis time we ſhou'd be d too. 


dear, let's marry ; — and 
ham? witrogeer an 


= way. x - --— 
ke is no children's play. "7 


Think yours due meter lanes 

Befides, they tellme I'm too young. 
— — 

Whene er you marry, youre a woman. 
Come, I muſt have you. quick ob. 
Fy, why &you make — 2 

Fy, I'm aſham d! fy, — 

Both repeat their laſt li ether. . 


* 


Nay, prithee, 

Both repeat their laf line together. 
Another kiſs, and then 

What then ? 

Another and another. 
Come, never fear, you'll quickly krow, 
Tho I am little, ſoon I'll grow. 

Oh, no, no, no. Oh, no, no, no. 

Oh let us go. Toulll find it ſo. 

| Theyrepeat their laſt line together for a Chorus. 

The Dance of Spring here. 


| Enter two es with backets s, and no! 
S 2 noſegays 


Fe 28 IL ÞL 


om 


| Enter to them two young 22 the laſſes dancing 


Enter 
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dancing, offer em 
_ ds ard * mg. The ark make — 
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Enter a country laſs with a rake, as at hay-malkng. 


Mrs. Lindſey. 
I. 
8 — —-— 
« Were a gentleman by, twere ſweet to make hay, 
* fie eee cou —— 
* Pll then all, ev n my rake and my pail, 


To buy me a high topping, and hugeous long tail. 
« — moors ane 
« F'llearn how to flant it, andquicklygometo, 
«* And ſerveatown-husband, as other wives do. 
II. 
a Ly es. — . — 
« Who ſhrugging and grinning ſtandstwir 
« Nor — wie — Ss 
« Withſmokeand worſe liquor he ſots and he feaſts, 
* And inſtead of his miſtreis he fondles — 
40 Sin 
* Or ey me on a hay- cock he ſnoring — 2 
« When the booby much better hiongelf might _—_ 


Enter a town-ſpatk. My. Leveridge. 


Gent. Tis ſultry weather, pretty maid, 
Come, let's — yonder ſhade. 


[She ſtands 2 hiding her face. | 


Pray, why ſo ſhy? why SR you ſtand ? 
Sure tis no crime to touch your hand. 


Oh let me take a civil kiſs. ¶ She curtſies when he kiſſes her. 
What harm isthere indoing this ? 


Fy, why d' ye cer thus your breaſt? 
One tavour more, and then I'm bleſt. 


She 6 lly puts h 
SIP [s 3 * 


Nay, nay, Sir. 

Oh fy, Sir. 

Oh why, Sir. 

Why do you 

Now pull me thus to you? 
( Aſide.) Oh what ſhall I {ay ! 


When a gentleman's ſuitor, tis hard to fay nay . — 


In 


1 
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m e en out of breath; oh, dear ! what d'ye do? 


Good la! is it thus that you gentlefolks woo! 
Good Sir, do not hold me. | 
Gent. — do not fly. 
Laſs. What can I do you? 
Gent. Come yonder, we'll try. 
Laß. No, no; I can't find in my heart to comply. 


Enter an African Lady, with Slaves, who dance with tim- 

brels. A Negro Lord makes love to her. 

Enter a luſty ſtrapping middle-ag'd Widow all in mourning. 
| She weeps and blubbers. 


Mr. Pate. | 
Oh my poor husband! for ever he's gone 


Alas! I'm undone, 
l tigh, and I moan. 
Muſt I these cold nights lie alone 
Alas! Pm undone , 
I did what I liſt: 
We kiſt, and we kiſt: 
But his health ſoon he miſt, 
And thro' buſineſs and care he ceas d to be gay; 
And at laſt, poor foul! he dwindled away. 
We wrangled, 
— 
When in an ill mood, | 
Yet often, like pigeons, we bill'd and we coo'd. 
2 
Oh! he's gone: 
Alack, ws. i 
I muſt now for ever do penance in black. 


Enter a drunken Officer, reeling, he hickhups. 


Mr. Leveridge. 


oF. Why, Widow, why Widow ! what makes thee 
- fo ſad? | 
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Art thou mad : 
If one husband is there are more to be had. 
Come, Fllbe thy hony Leave keeping a pother, 


— 2 5 
i. How! talk foto me! what, think you ld wed? 

Tis ſcarce a month yet fince my poor hony'sdead. 

A month! tis an age. You're mad to delay. 

widows now chuse e er the funeral day. 

i. je I : Fü neer do't. Fy, what would people 


Offi. They ay, you'rea woman. Come, away with 
See! _— „n here sa grace here's a 


, here'sa man; 
Ii get thee with twins, tilla hundred and ten. 
Wi. You lye go, you'll talk at another rate then. 


[She pats him in a ſmili k 
** p — ſmiling way 


i. Leave fooling. 
Off Ti do'tbythes Kils. 
this, this, and this! 
be hang d if 1 miſs. 
Wi. — 

Till ease you of 
N — 72 
Offi. Fil kill thee with kindneſs. 
Wi. Ay, do if you can. 


PF 


AFrench Country- -waman with grapes and other Fn 
comes in, in wooden ſhoes ; a — Vintage- maler 
makes love to her in a dance. 


Mr. Crofsfield, gs. 
Mrs. Lindſey, The Boy. 
While four or ſve bars are perform d * 7, 
enter an old Gentleman, A gbd dreſs, 


4 young Laß, or Girl, and puſhing a Youth 
— Lp 4 xl uma, in an Laune dreſs, 
comes and away from the young Couple. 
The old Woman _ — teeth. 1 
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W fy ! — 


This doating old tool. 
Old Man. Hold, hold! 
— c my 
With m COOC. He points e's to theYourh, 
Yealoe tim I kno — 2 | | 
T — 
A prithee do. 
« Tho'he's — baſuful, he ll quickly come to. 
I'm not yet ſo old, 
] long to be at her, to have and to hold. | 
Fll wed thee, [To the Girl. 
II bed thee, 
Fi: rouse thee, 
Il touze thee, + 
WE ... . ERC 
Girl. No, no, you're too old. 
Oid Man. Dear Girl, why fo ſhy? 
Girl. Old man, why ſobold? 
Old om. Good lad, how d'you do? 


*s Ne'erthe better for you. 
5 Hold, boy! l am brisk yet 
— can frisk it, 
1 pe _ _— | 
Ms Wi: Jo you ſhun her? . 
— [Tothe Bey. 
Old om. Why thusdoyou ſhun him ? what makes you 
ſo bold? DTothe Girl. 
Boy and Girl. Indeed you re tos old. 
Old Man. | find tis in vain. [To the old Woman. 


Come no longer let's (train. 
Let the young rake the young, let the old take the old. 
—— We'll hug our ſelves warm, now the weather is cold. 


[The 
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[The old Man goes and takes the old Woman by the hand, 
and ſhe him, hugging one another. 
All the four repeat the laſt two lines as a Chorus. 
Enter a Dutch Woman with a ſtove warming her ſelf, her 
cleaths lin il with furs. An old Miſer makes love to her in 


a Dance. | Cupid, who 
es Enter Cupid, who ſings. 
Come all, come all [ Enter the Ages and Seaſons, 
L Let ſoft deſires your heart engage, 
Tis ſweet to love in every age. 
« Ev'ry ſeason, ev'ry creature, 
« Yieldsto love, and courts his joys. 
« None are truer, none are ſweeter, 
« When diſcretion guides the choice. . 
Cupid with the four Ages, and the four Seaſons mingle in a 
ye — following — is ſung. 
Grand Chorus of all the Voices and Inſtruments. 
Hail, ſoul of deſire 
Hail, guide of the year 
All ages you fire, 
ſeaſons you cheer. 
Thus ever conſpire, 
Andreignev'ry where. 
Love blooms in our Spring. 
In our Summer it grows. 
In our Autumn tis ripe. 
In our inter it glows 
[ The four parts of muſick anſwerable to the four 
ages of ie and ſeaſons of the year, ſing each 
> line that's ſuitable to them. 
Then all together. 
Hail, God of deſire 
Hail, God of the year! 
All ages you fire, | 
All ſeaſons you cheer. 
Thus ever conſpire, 
And reign ev ry where. 


E P I- 
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EPILOCUE. 


Enter Mr. Pinkethman, thurſs forwards. 


He pray don't thruſt me on hold! I'm aſham'd. 


Well, if I ſpeak, the op'ra will be damn d. 
D'you think by me to get an act of grace, 


And gain the ladies with my charming face? 
No, I'm too modeſt, and dreadcoming on, 

As a poor poet dreads a his or dun. 
I doubt, no Epilogue will pleaſe the town, 


Looſe jeſts and ſmut are damnably cry'd down. 
Had Joe Haines ſung one, h has a way ſo winning, 


T might paſs, perhaps, like fine Italian ſinging. 
| Good people, pray, our op ra do not maul! 


Then my beſt way is humbly thus to fall. mY 


With rueful phix I beg it of you all. 
Dear friends above, for me do your endeavour, 
Stand by me ſtill : now now's the time, or never. 


Sure Lat leaſt the gentle mas łs ſhall pleaſe. 


They can't deny a man upon his knees. 

To pleaſe the Beaux, I'll ſtud new grimaces, | 
For they're bely'd, or they love ugly faces, | 

Their own, I mean, in their dear looking-glaſſes. 

gta you, criticks, who ſit here uneaſy, 

I'll ſtudy) — nothing for nothing e er cou d pleaſe ye. 


Mrs. Rogers advances. 


Ars. Rog. Hold, Sir, methinks you better words might uſe, 
e ſhouli beg favour, and defects excuſe. Pray 


EPILOGU 


and fo 


E. 


u — | 


lays, there's an ulcurſe; 


Perhaps he does eral 5 
to break, | 


17 for th 
Th Goppoine bem, indo, ft rae 


a le; then brav » 
NN — reg ry 


ſoys we owe, 


a whom s fow. 
Cheer'd by — — 


e nor 
To you, bright beauties, all your 
Tom re the kind ſtars 


— 
|! 


 indpleaſuure's doubled by a gen ron firife. 


To prop us now, new 5 08 us ſhow'y, 
And ſtill be great in mercy, as in pow'r. 


